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And soothly out told by manifest token,

The hate  of the hell-thane.    He held himself

sithence

Further and faster who from the fiend gat him.
In such wise he rul'd it and wrought against

right,

But one against all, until idle was standing
The best of hall-houses; and mickle the while was,
Twelve winter-tides' wearing;   and  trouble   he

tholed,

That friend of the Scyldings, of woes every one
And wide-spreading sorrows : for sithence it fell
That unto men's children unbidden 'twas known
Full sadly in singing, that Grendel won war    151
'Gainst Hrothgar  a while   of time,   hate-envy

waging,

And crime-guilts and feud for seasons no few,
And strife without stinting.    For the sake of no

kindness

Unto any of men of the main-host of Dane-folk
Would he thrust off the life-bale, or by fee-gild

allay it,

Nor was there a wise man that needed to ween
The bright boot to have at the hand of the slayer.
The monster the fell one afflicted them sorely,
That death-shadow darksome the doughty and

youthful                                                         160